THE GOLDEN MIDDLE AGE
concourse with him in the Lord." But Adam and his like had
killed the Paris of Abelard.
It seemed to me pleasant (wrote John of Salisbury) to revisit
my old companions on the Mount (the school of St. Genevieve
in Paris) whom I had left, and whom dialectic still detained,
to confer with them touching old matters of debate: that we
might by mutual comparison measure together our several
progress. I found them as before, and where they were
before; nor did they appear to have reached the goal in
unravelling the old questions, nor had they added one jot of
a proposition. The aims that once inspired them inspired
them still: they had only progressed in one point, they had
unlearned moderation, they knew not modesty. One might
despair of their recovery.
A higher name than Cornificius awaited Adam. He was to
become Bishop of St. Asaph, an office which he accepted, but,
perhaps characteristically, never fulfilled. He never went near
St. Asaph, but preferred the security of Abingdon, for, as he
complained, he really could not stand the Welsh.
But it is probable that neither Cornificius nor Golias ever
existed in the flesh of actual personality. Both were class
names, the one standing for pretentiousness, the other for gay,
peripatetic impudence. But his vices were real enough and
they ring through the pages of the authors like counts in a
long, formidable indictment read by the Clerk of the Court.
Cornificius draws his lectures from books and closets, not from
a well-stored mind: he touts for students, and when this
unprofessional conduct does not avail, he hires them: to under-
cut his legitimate competitors, he lectures only on the bizarre
and the semi-heretical, and he will actually give lectures on
Sundays and Holy Days: he makes life too easy for his pupils,
letting them have a "long lie" every morning, and teaching
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